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WHAT THE FROGS SAY

Legends and Folk-lore of the
Swamps in

In all swamp  and marshes
they  are talkmmg - strange

talk and not under-tundailde to
vou unless some old negro story-
telior has translated thar hinguage
Tie VOl .“ill'l_\' ](“.:t‘!lll?‘-, | (N will
they tell vou, these old  ties
Iwtween Mother Nature and  her
stepachildren, for that = just
what these old tale tellers are —
vwn cluldren to Nature, and they
know how to tell us stepehuldren
thie sevrets of the mether.

When vou go cut at afternoon
over the Southern tichls voa will
sev among the grasses evervwhere
the blooming towd dax. It s a
spwsar of pale-liue thovers on a
straght stem, for all the world
hke a wisp of Llue thread nound

ut the weaver's loom,

“What is that, mannny ™

“Toad-1lax, chile.™

“h 1t is beautiiul'™

“Yas, honev. Miss Tomd-frog
left 1t dar. Hit's des de tangle
ob "her spinnin” never gt done,
She had a stint to spin and wesve,
Lt <he had a-dome it she'd e leen
woeanin® blue sitk now.  Bot <he
heerd e shidin® ob de water, and
che cmelt de <hime or de swamp,
aned <l seen de sliine or e tinem
o ade pond, and she draggesd ler
stint er spanmn’, and <he got off
her white-satim stond  and  she
went! down to e

TIIIS is the time of the irogs,

low  sroun’,

“And she was spanming herseli
& Blve <alk oty neE

“Yes, chile. but when <he take
her fiast from ode treadle and her
Lol from de wheel, all de thread
amd de skein got twist up in hittle
Bine snarls, ke das==is 15 ot toaed-
this. Nobwdy can't gt ddee tangles out for weavin',
She <top de stint hali done. She never have no
stk pown, She wear ety elo'es de re<r ob her
din She vt got thehity wavs,  Hit's easy to o1 to
o gromn’, bt hit hard to leave dem b wavs. "

ahe can’t hive m the tedds any more* " i

“Neo, honev, Heah sit= her white-<atin stonsd fer
her Freh froeg-stomls jeris ont e gfnt:u‘ eh v
moht b she can’ set on ‘em no mo”. Shedo h .i.
up to dde delds o moonhpghit and ok, bat she
potter go bhack to de swamp and cook.”™

ook Do froes evaok: What do Ih\'_\' ek

“Ya..  Dev What dev cook® Listen.
Do e tellin” vou gow: "Fred Lacon!  Fred haoon?
I" l'h'-] Lacon! e

Sure enough, vou will hear the little frogs from
all the swamps and marshes anging in concert
“Fried Lacon'  Fred bacon'  Fried Lacon’

“Mammy, what will they do with so much fricd
bawcom® ™"

ey Sspectin comp oy,

“Who, mammy?

“Listen.  Dat ole bullfrope tell who he “spaovtin',
Liten to him now:  “Pressdent! President! Presa-
dent’™ ™

Sure enongh, awav down in the swamp the frogs
were saving 1t over and aver deep o ther thooats
“Preadent” Preadent! Presudent!'™

“Buat Mister Frog be lucky of he git to e Jdas
fricd tacon his lady frog tellin® "bout, and nor pet
eut hisse'f—eat all ap.

“Whv, mammy, who will eat him all up®"

“sSnake will, honev. Mister Smake sho will eat
Micter Froe of he g1t a chance!  Ome mght, mmoon-
hzht mghe ke dis, Mister Snake meet up wid Mister
Frog on de ngh groun’ Mister Snake he night den
ax s meud fnien’. Mis' €l for ter eat supper wid
b Buat take keer, he qan't vt gredice has <kl
But snake Twen po’ man all hi= life, gwine be e all
his duvs: he des done ot <come dodlars 1 has oo ket

AR

“Hit spning er de vear, von kaow, o1
Mister Snake

gt on

e
vk

en. an
s ole st e oo Tes G

fone des <hed
g =t Ivim
: ade de path in de nel

e Youdone vo'se’s

SEHT
"man Miter Snake befo® ot
what he
But hs
tinte oo a= he make Jde chanpge Mister
Lizard come Tong.  Mister Lizard he gt

" bo'es dden any man 1 <de oountey

e s T row wavw

am’t nght den cot on hs hack
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But dem what has much is al'a’s
bargainin’ fer mo’.  So he slide up
to Mister Snauke and offer him
selen and a half dollars fer dat
old suit. Mister Snake make
some talk ‘bout de olo'es bein’
wort” mo’, but Mister Lizard stk
to his price.  Mister Snake take
what he can git. Den Snake
neber 15 hadd and neber mo’ i 10
haly so much moneyv, study like
apo’ man how tospend it.  So fust
t'ing he ax Mis’ Owl totea-supper.”
*She said she'd come? ™
“IDat she did. Den Mister
Snake study "bout he'll hab fried
fropg-legs fer de fust dish. Den
he mect Mister Frog on de high
groun’ amnd he start after him,
Den Mister Frog make fer de low
groun’., He hop amd he hop.
Mister Snake he slhide and he
ghde. Mis" Owl she tlop and she
flop in de trees long de path
watchin' dem two.  She know her
supper ‘pend on who beat dat race.
Mister Snake he gain on  Mister
Fropg. Dat Mister Frog little
mo'n skeered to death.  Ie “gin
to holler like he do holler when
he skeered: “Quit? Quit! Ouit!
Quit’’ But Mister Smake he
don't quit. ey two done nigh
bout retch de swamp. Mister
Frog hear de good water dar amd
he know ef he retch dat he safe,
Ie hear his little brudder frogs
hollerin® fer to cheer him: "Wade in? Wade in!
Wiade in!”  He hear his big bradder frogs hollerin®
ter to cheer him:  * Tain't but knee-deep! Knee-
11111‘.. K’“""I!I"’l!!.

“AMis" O] 1 de tree-top wink amd blink and hop
and flop, and den she know she los" her supper, fer
into de creck jump Mister Frog.  Rerspliash! Ker-
splash! D!

*Yas, honev, he got save dat time.™

“And whit did Mister Snake do? ™

*He sit down on de bank fer to count his money
ober fer 1o see what he better buy fer tea-supper
sence he can't gt fred frog legs.  He set and he
conmt and ke hiss:  CSeben-selwen-seben-selen an’
sooillEe TV L

“ Rullfrog on de log in de middle de creek he say
ey “Ten' Ten! Ten! Ten!”

“Snake t'mk he argnin’ wid him “bout his own
mwmey what he trvin’ 1o count, and he hiss hack,

* Bullfreg croak ag'in way down in his Uroat:
*Ten' Ten! Ten! Ten!’

‘Snake he git rale mad den and he des up and

ing all dat pile er money i de
envk. Hesav: *"Tan'tten! Hit selen
an’ some mw’, Count hit ve'se’d and
e of v dom’t Bleeh me'”  Der snake
slone bos 4! s money,  He po’ man vt ™

“Well, he ought to stop eating up his
?‘.. :‘]l!--"‘ =

“Hean't gwine do dat, chile.  Spaevial
of his perghbors ittler amd poorer dan
b He went after Mister Frog ‘nother
time

“When, mammy?™

“Well, de nex” time he wan't sabed”.  He put on
B eervin’ wav, he did. He go down in de Low
cromn’ savin as he go a0 | aan't pwine eat
nury ‘nother frog "~ he shppan® and shidin® on o
b 7O 08 Lam’t pwine eat naery nother roge”

"f‘"----;'. as ide ittle Luds frug.:-- hear ham dev all set

1 oa pav s’ twixt devse ves elu] er
Iat! Glad or Jur' Gl er Jar?™ ™

Sure enough, from down in the swamp the singing
e and thev wemed saving just that

felasd or dat' Glad er dat! Ghal er dat'”
Whils<t de lade !'r-o;ﬂ all hollerin® “beaut dey -,'!..llll
e dat, mammy nesanmed, C Mister Snake he muke
frop in e

nayv

o us,

a sprng at dde fattes
Rut— <plich—splash! All de
frogs jump mto de oreek, ever one,
ant Mister Builinege he bdler deer m
his t'y “YNou didn't dorr’ You

banch?

And all de little
Glad

didn’t doit! You didn't do it!’
lady frogs answer to him: "Glad er dart!
er dat! Glad er dat!'™
The queer antiphony was going on right then,
Mammy had many other stories of the frops
which she told us as she carried us to walk, or
as she rocked us to sleep, or s we sat watching
her cternal work of making patch-quilts. Al held
such exact imitations of the notes of the frogs that
they delighted us whe heard them
One was the story of the First Rogue. He was
an old Wack man brought irom Airica.  His name
was Johnny Mingo. He liked the good things his
master gave him to eat amd to drink and to chew
and to smoke (for he hked tobacco better than
all else): but he always wanted more, more, more.
So, one might as he went from work to his calin
his road lay by his master’s tobacoo-fiekl.  Nobady
was near except old Johnny Mingo,  The tempa-
tion was too great to be reststed, so he slipped
into the tield and picked a Il of the rich leaves,
Then with his booty he was slipping to his
cabin when as scom as his foot tonched the foot-
log across the bnook he heard: ** You stale! Yon
stole! You stole!™ It was Mister Bullfrog.
Johnny Mingo knew the voice, so he stopped
short and put on as bald a face as he could, and
askedd his accuser: "I 1 steal, what 1 stale®™
The little Luly frops took up the story and made
answer: * To-lhac-co! To-lac-co! To-lac-co!™
Then Johnny Mingo dropped his booty into the
brook amd tlhed to his cabin,
for his sin had found hin
out,

Many of mammy's songs
amd stories were about  the
frogs, 1 recall one that al-
wavs delighted an andience
of small children:

Mister Rullirog vn ade
sobdier—clifes,
Amd e went to e
shest some cnows
e powder flch—de crows tlew away
Mister Frog halter to hunt  some yother Jday.

put

well to

Cap'n Spooner git de wonl frum Micter Jav.
Come plow his ficl” for oo mach pay

Cap'n Spooner sav hi= leg™s =0 than and b
ey’d break of po to work for a sonz
Mister Snal he drawed on de fo'-mile shoes

He “low o tedl e hazzarnd de Lites” news,
Buzzanl pass dde snaal Uree times an de ool
J\lkl. nebwr knowed whcher wayv e lll:: | BT &9 ;:-ﬂl..
0, de chivken-=nake gt out his cowhle trim,
He low to knoek ode b kbard off or ode liub

He des ketoh sipeht er de wing er de lanld-

e nex’ time he comm’ he better seml wonl,

Another one to which mammy taught ns some
queer dance-steps was this

De resitand dusd o de whoopm®-cough
Butcher-tard deed ol 3 oolu

I met Mister Prog. lus filidle on's back
Inquinn’ de way to de froli.

O, de onwl’s Ll up wil Tl sore eves
e ron-cpoow’s down wil e fever

AMierrs Frog's trig out m her 2ad waeh-clo’es
Mister Frog's got on his beaver.

e killelee® dlies] oh o shakm® ohall o
e robin diesd ols ol ot

I met Mister Frogr des ot m Jde marsh
Inquarm’ de drves” poute. oh!

The frogs also plaves] their part in plantation games,
The bovs plaved leap-frog. Ome Lov pat hands on
knees, with bent baek, amnd another oy took 4 run-
iing start and leapaed over the nrst bov, Jost achort
stusce Tevoned the first bov he took the e geesilion
as the tirst hadd.  The thard boy repested what the
sevom] haed done, I tell Vear 1t Was an active fellow
who came last if he did has part an the plav. he
had the whole row of <toopins bovs 1o leap over,
A gownd feat that!  And then the game hepan over
with the first for st thie time. Stll another
game, aml in this we hittle girls panesd, was © Frop
1w the Middle ™
hands 1n & nng and =hut eve
and arcomd  singing

Frog m de moddle and he can't got ont!
Take a stick and punch hom out!

ime in the maddle «f the nng with ¢pen

3.
sl

All 1n the game, except us, took

and went aroand

1.eel
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